THE   WHITE  MONKEY	jl
Ting-a-ling, still couchant, greeted him plume dansetti
arrested as at disappointment. Michael opened a wardrobe.
She had ! Good ! He was taking a sniff round, when
Ting-a-ling passed him trottant, and her voice said : " Well,
my darling ! " Wishing that he was, Michael emerged from
behind the wardrobe door. Heaven ! She looked pretty,
coloured by the wind ! He stood rather wistfully silent.
" Hallo, Michael! Pm rather late. Been to the Club
and walked home."
Michael had a quite unaccountable feeling that there was
suppression in that statement. He also suppressed, and
said : " I was just looking to see that you'd got your fur,
it's beastly cold. Your dad and Bart have been and went
away fasting."
Fleur shed her coat and dropped into a chair. " I'm
tired. Your ears are sticking up so nicely to-night, Michael."
Michael went on his knees and joined his hands behind
her waist. Her eyes had a strange look, a scrutiny which
held him in suspense, a little startled.
" If you got pneumonia," he said, " I should go clean out
of curl."
" Why on earth should I ? "
" You don't know the connection—never mind, it
wouldn't interest you. We're not going out, are we ? "
" Of course we are.    It's Alison's monthly."
" Oh !    Lord !    If you're tired we could cut that."
" My dear! Impos. ! She's got all sorts of people
coming."
Stifling a disparagement, he sighed out: " Right-o !
War-paint ? "
" Yes, white waistcoat.    I like you in white waistcoats."
Cunning little wretch ? He squeezed her waist and rose.
Fleur laid a light stroke on his hand, and he went into his
dressing-room comforted. . . .

